144                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

sent a challenge to a duel to a duke, very
noble, very rich, very dull and anxious to
live long. Good-by.

CLVI.

MADRID, November 28, 1853.
THE house where I live is a neutral ground
where ministers and chiefs of the opposition
meet, which is agreeable for those who want
news. Wherever one goes in Madrid, pro-
vided one goes to a public place, one is sure
of meeting the same three hundred persons.
The result is a very amusing society, infin-
itely less hypocritical than elsewhere. I
must tell you a good story. The custom
here is to offer everything that is praised.
The Prime Minister's sweetheart was dining
the other day beside me; she is as foolish as
a cabbage and very big. She displayed
beautiful shoulders on which fell a garland
with tassels of metal or glass. Not know-
ing what to say to her, I praised both shoul-
ders and garland, and she replied, "At your
disposition.**. Her sonions I have forgotten ton has reached
